Sunday,  July  4  - 


/2s/K  /y 

12 


Well  we  have  actually  been  on  land.  Yesterday  was  one  glorious  treat. 

As  one  can  see  by  yesterday's  note  the  sole  excitement  was  the  seeing  of  the 
Azores . 

Sometime  in  the  night  we  passed  one  of  the  islands  -  about  five  o'clock 
in  the  morning  we  passed  another  -  some  of  the  gentlemen  were  out  with  their 
field  glasses  from  the  crack  of  dawn. 

Immediately  after  breakfast  Mr.  Brown,  the  Southern  gentleman,  introduced 
me  to  Mr.  John  MacMaster,  the  noted  historian. 

Mr.  Hagleton  and  I  played  a  game  of  shuffleboard  with  Mr.  B-  and  the 
historian  in  which  we  did  not  win. 

By  that  time  it  was  ten  o'clock  and  we  (  Mr.  H-  and  I  )  proceeded  to  the 
lower  deck  to  be  ready  for  cricket  but  after  waiting  there  for  a  long  long  time  and 
finding  no  one  else  who  expected  or  wished  to  play  we  sought  another  spot 
and  foolishly  amused  ourselves  by  making  inane  remarks  about  the  land  we  could 
see.  The  outline  was  growing  but  it  looked  more  like  a  cloud  than  like  human  land. 
However  we  did  the  popular  thing  and  watched  and  we  "came  to"  only  to  find  that 
we  were  terribly  late  for  lunch. 

After  lunch  was  when  I  made  yesterday's  note  -  everyone  did  scramble 
so  and  assumed  a  position  as  near  the  gang  way  opening  as  he  could  and  waited 
and  waited.  It  was  so  funny  looking  around  and  seeing  people  in  human  hats. 

We  had  seen  nothing  in  the  line  of  head  gear  but  chiffon  veils  and  panamas  tied 
securely  with  chiffon  for  a  week  and  the  sight  of  a  really  truly  self-respecting 
hat  was  almost  as  inspiring  as  the  sight  of  land. 

By  this  time  the  Island  of  St.  Miguel  had  actually  presented  itself  and  it 
was  a  joy  to  drink  in  every  new  detail.  First  the  hills,  then  the  green,  then  a 
windmill,  then  the  light  spots  dotting  the  hillside,  nearer  and  nearer  until  finally 
after  a  long  wait  we  could  see  the  hillsides  plainly  divided  into  spaces  with  walls 
and  hedges  between.  It  looked  like  a  great  green  mosaic  put  together  with  black. 

Everyone  was  exclaiming,  eventually  the  "Cretic"  stopped  and  after 
watching  bags  and  bags  of  mail  being  carried  down  the  gang  way  and  also  watching 
the  approach  of  a  Portuguese  officer,  who  calmly  and  with  perfect  dignity  took  his 
place  on  board  the  ship,  the  way  was  opened  and  down  the  stairs  we  went,  down, 
down,  assuring  us  as  we  went  that  after  all  the  "Cretic"  has  great  depth  -  then 
cuts  a  large  row  boat  -  we  scrambled  and  we  were  actually  off  where  we  could  look 
back  at  our  home  ship  and  feel  ourselves  hurried  away  to  a  foreign  shore.  Oh  the 
exquisite  blue  of  the  water.  Surely  the  Mediterranean  blue  can  not  be  itself  as 
wondrous  as  the  glimpse  that  was  offered  us  as  a  tug  cast  its  shadow  over  the 


